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"Why well faid.That doth pleafe me better. 

Then to wifli me one. You know your charge, 

God be with you all. 

Enter the Her aid from the French. 

Herald. Once more I come to know of thee king Hemy, 
W hat thou wil c giuc for raunfome l 
Kin. Whb hath Cent thee now? 

Her. The Conftabie ot France. 

Kin. I prethy bcare my former anfwer backet 
Bid them atchieue me, and then fell my bones. 

Good God, why fhould they mock good fellows 
The man that once did fell the Lion< skin, (thus? 

While the beaft liued,was kild with hunting hiiBi 
A many of our bodies fhall no doubt 
Findcgraues within your realme at France: 

Tho bm icd in your dunghils, we fhalbe famed. 

For there the Sun fhall grcete ’.hem, 

And draw vp their honors reaking vp to beauen, 
Leauing their earthly parts to choke your clymc % 

The fmel wherof, fhall breed a plague in France % 

Mai ke then abundant valour in our Englifh, 

That being dead, like to the bullets crafing, 

Bt eakes forth into a fecond courfe of mifchiefc> 

Killing in relaps ofmortalitie: 

Let me fpeake proudly, 

Thcr’s not a peece of feather in our campc. 

Good argument I hope we fhall not flye: 

And time hath worne vs into flouendry. 

But by the mas, our hearts are in the trim, 

And my poore (ouldicrs tel me, yet ere night 
Thayle be in frefher robes, or they will plucks 
The gay new cloathcs ore your French (ouldicrs cares, 
And turnethemout offeruicc. If they do this. 

As if it pleafe God they fhall, 

Then fhall our ranfome foone be leuied. 
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Saue thou thy labour Herauld: 

Come thou no more for ranfom, gentle Herauld.' 
They (hall haue nought I fweare,bi*t thefe my bones; 
Whichifthey haue,as /vvilleaueamthem. 

Will yeeld them litle, tell the Conftable. 

Her. /fhall deliuerfo. 

Exit Herauld. 

Yorke. My gracious Lord,vpon my knee / crauc, 
The leading of the vaward. 

Kin. Take it braue T orke . Come fouldiers lets away: 
And as thoupleafcft God,difpofe the day* 
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Enterthe fottre French Lords. 


Ge. Odiabcllo. 

Confl. Mordumavie. 

Or. O what a day is this/ 

O lour dei hq^e all is gone, alUs loft. 

Con. W e are inough y ct liuing in the field, 

T o ('mother vp the Englifh, 

If any order might be thought vpon. 

Bar. A plagueqf order,once more to the field. 
And he*bat;Will not folio w Burfannovt, 5 
Let him go home, and with his cap in hand. 

Like a baceieno hold the chamber dopre, .. • 

Why lcaft by a flaue no gentler then my dog. 

His faireft daughter is contamura eke. . 

Con. Diforder that hath fpoyld vs,right vsnow. 
Come wc in heapes , weele offer vp our, hues 
Vnto thefe Englifh, or elfe die with fame, 

Come, come along. 

Lets dye with honour, our fhame doth laft too long,' 
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